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little idiot" he said, "and admire my new clothes.
Do I not look handsome in them?" I did not reply,
but looked at my own clothes which were dirty and
torn. "Speak up, can't you?" he shouted "Or are
you jealous of my new clothes?" I still remained
quiet. So he came up to me and slapped my face
twice, holding my wrist so that it hurt me terribly.
"Let go of me," I cried, "or I shall kill you one of
these days. Why should I admire your clothes when

you eat all day long and starve me. Why___?? and

before I could finish or say any more, he took his
stick and abusing and cursing me he hit me again
and again till I nearly fainted and then he flung
me aside. "Now try and kill me if you can" he said
and throwing away his stick he calmly lay down
and soon fell off to sleep. After some hours had
elapsed I tried to move, but all my body ached and
I lay down again. Suddenly I saw my husband fast
asleep in a corner. He had taken off his new clothes
and hung them up but the new silk handkerchief
was still round his neck. As I looked at him I hat-
ed him and all of a sudden I felt I should kill him
and be done with him. But how? I looked round
and found nothing with which I could hit him. Then
my glance fell on the bright red handkerchief. I
do not know how it happened but I was up in no
time, tying the handkerchief tighter and tighter
round my husband's neck. He woke up at the first
pressure, struggled and tried to shout, but I just
went on tightening the handkerchief, till his eyes
nearly came out of their sockets and then he went
limp. I let go and being utterly exhausted I fell
back in a daze half expecting my husband to get
up and give me another thrashing. But he did not
and I lay there beside him unable to move. That
is how someone found us the next morning. He dis-
covered my husband was dead and sent for the po-
lice and ran hither and thither telling all our neigh-